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NA 


Never was a big sleeper. Especially at night. When most of the world crawled into their comfy, cozy beds, | 
was still wide awake and looking for something to do. | can take naps. Nothing | like more than a good three or 
four hour nap in the middle of the day. But night time? | was wide awake and itching for something to attract 


my attention. 


So | drive a cab. Midnight to eight AM. That's my shift. There aren't too many guys who do it. Driving a cab in 
LA around three in the morring isn't the safest way to make a living. A few months ago, this one guy that 
used to work the same shift as me was found on a back street, knife sticking out of his neck and his wallet 
gone. Know what he had in his wallet? Forty bucks, a photo of his dog, and a rubber. But | still love it. | love 
the darkness. | love the grit and grime that appears when the pure California sun dips its head for the night. 
Every night is different, too. Sure, you see some of the same people. Especially along Hollywood Boulevard. | can 
name all the working girls just by the star they hang around. The boys, too. Occasionally, as | drive by, with or 
without a fare, I'll honk the horn and wave. They wave back. There's comfort in the familiar and the routine. If 
a girl or boy is missing from their star, it won't be long before news of what happened to her or him reaches 
me. On slow nights, I'll park the cab around the corner, buy a couple coffees and lean against the car until one 
of them decides to give up and join me. Sometimes, it's a beautiful girl who goes by the name, Cherry. 
Sometimes, its a beautiful boy named Marco. Sometimes, they both show up and | go without coffee. | guess 


you could say | feel a certain kinship with these kids. We have something in common, a secret. We know what 


Los Angeles really is. We see her at her lowest. 

There's a certain district in LA innocuously called West Hollywood. But there was nothing benign or inoffensive 
about it. That's my golden ticket area. Men who visit the bars and clubs over there like to get home safe. 
They trust me to do that, and more, for them. When the clubs closed at two, | made sure to cruise slowly 
down the boulevard, looking for someone who needed a ride. 

That particular night, | happened to see a man walking swiftly down the block, leather jacket pulled tight around 
him while his long, wild, red hair was whipping in the chilly, October breeze. Behind him by a few steps, two 
larger men chased him. Making a fast U-turn, | pulled the cab up alongside of him. 

"Need a ride home?" | called through the open window. 

The man stopped and looked at me and then at the men who were trailing him. Deciding | must be a lesser 
threat than the other two, he quickly yanked open the back door and slid in | didn't wait for the door to close 
before | sped away from the curb. In the rear view mirror, | saw the back of my new fare's head and the two 
men standing in the street, yelling, with raised hands. 

"Friends of yours?" 

“Something like that." The redhead mumbled as he turned back around and settled into the seat. "Thanks." 

"No problem. Where you headed?" 

“The Bel-Air." 


| had to do a double take. The Bel-Air? Then | saw the man's face and his clothing. Yeah, this guy was rich. 


What was he doing down in the devil's armpit? 
"The Bel-Air? That's a good twenty-five minute drive." 
"So start the meter and let's get out of here." 


At the next red light, | hit the meter and then stared at the man through my mirror. He wore a disturbed, 


worried expression and his hands fidgeted in his lap. 
"Nobody knows, right?" 
"What?" He snapped at me. Our eyes met in the mirror and his were filled with anger. 


"Nobody knows you like men" 


"What the fuck are you talking about? Shut up and drive the damn car." 


Its okay, man. It's cool. Its for guys like you that | come down here. Hate seeing what can happen if you're 


not careful 
He was ruffled. He grumbled something under his breath and turned to look out the window. 
He startled me a few minutes later when he asked, "So what happens?" 

"Huh?" 

"What happens if I'm not careful?" 


| glanced in the mirror. "Those two guys chasing you? I'm sure they weren't just gonna take your wallet and 


fancy jacket. But I'm sure you figured that out" 

His expression softened and now he looked sad. 

‘lm sorry, man." 

"Its not your fault. You picked me up. Thanks. It's just." 

| gave him a moment and then pressed, "Just what?" 

"| hate being like this because that's all | can ever do. Bottom feed" 
"Why? You married or something?" 

He scoffed. "Let's just say coming out would not benefit me in any way." 


| shrugged. "Finally get to be who you really are. That's gotta be beneficial somehow instead of all this lying and 


sneaking around. Gonna get yourself hurt one of these days." 
He shook his head. "Fucking cab drivers and bartenders. You all think you're fucking psychiatrists or something." 


He had a point there. | shut my mouth and focused on the street before me. Eventually, those streets turned 
to roads, twisting and turning as we climbed the hills out of the city. 


"What's your name?" He asked out of nowhere, again startling me. 
"Its Dave. You?" 


"Funny. Mine's Dave, too." 


"Cool." | smiled at him through the mirror. 
‘Sorry for what | said back there." 


"No big deal. | figure you got a lot on your shoulders. Plus, what you said is kind of accurate. At least, in my 
case. | got this thing where | feel like | gotta help the world. Sorry for being nosy." 


| pulled the cab up in front of the front doors of the Bel-Air. 
"What do | owe you?" Dave asked. 
"Thirty-two." 


| turned to look through the plexiglass panel as he unfolded a pile of cash. Dave peeled off a fifty and handed it 
to me through the hole in the partition. 


"Keep the change." 


"What? No! That's too much, Dave. You've been through a night. Please." | met his eyes and the wheels began 
to turn round in my head. He needed something that | could give him. "Ask me to come in the hotel with you." | 
quietly said. 


Dave's pretty amber eyes widened. Panic spread across his face. Giving him a soft smile, | let my fingers linger 
over his. He sat back in the seat but made no movement to leave the cab. Dave looked at the door man 


approaching. 


‘Its okay. Never mind" | continued to smile. "You shouldn't have to bottom feed Meet yourself a nice, clean 


cut man who can keep his mouth shut. Don't go down to Hollywood anymore, boss.” 

With that, | tucked the fifty into my pocket and turned to shift the car out of park 

"Wait. Yeah, okay. Come in with me. Go park this heap and let me take you to my room" 

Just as the door man reached for the handle, | lurched the car forward. There was a parking spot in one of 
the lower lots and, turning the engine off, | looked back at Dave. He was sitting with his elbow propped on the 


door handle, chewing a fingernail. | started to wonder if he'd ever actually done this. Was | dealing with a 


nervous virgin? 


Getting out of the car and stuffing the keys and my phone into my pocket, | then opened his door. Dave slowly 


climbed out and gave me a quick flicker of a smile. 


"You don't have to do this." 


"| want to." 
"Are you sure?" 
"No." He smiled and turned, walking away from me. 


Under the dim lamp in the parking lot, | could see that Dave dressed smartly. Expensive jeans, expensive shoes, 
expensive jacket. His lustrous red curls toppled down his back, well past his shoulders. | looked at my own t- 

shirt and tattered flannel and my cheap jeans and sneakers. My hair that hadn't seen a shampooing in a couple 
days and a pair of scissors in, well, | don't remember. My beard was scraggly and overgrown, too. He was still 


bottom feeding. 


"Dave? Dave, wait. You know what? | appreciate very much that you took this leap of faith with me. It's 
definitely flattering but I'm going to go. Um, you deserve better than a fucking cab driver." | pulled the fifty 
dollar bill from my pocket and handed it back to him. "You really made my night. Thank you." 


He stared at me as | stuffed the money back into his hand. It was one of the hardest things | ever had to do 
and his confused face wasn't making it any easier. All he wanted was to spend some time with someone. All he 
wanted was to find someone to keep his bed warm tonight. And if it's not going to be you, | thought, it's going 


to be someone that could hurt him. 
"Goddamn it" | groaned. "Okay." 


"Make up your fucking mind." He hissed, clearly letting me know that what | thought | was doing to save him 
from making a mistake, he found insulting. 


We walked quickly, side by side, with our hands jammed into our front pockets, shoulders raised and tensed 
against the cold wind Neither of us said a word as | followed him along paved pathways lit by footlights. I'd 
never really been on the hotel grounds before, merely dropping off or picking up people at the front entrance 
a time or two. Following Dave down the path, | felt awkward. | felt like an outsider. The hair on the back of my 
neck stood up and, again, | was second guessing my recent decisions. My redheaded friend stopped at a door 


well lit, white door. There was a placard beside it which read, "Canyon Suite". 

My apartment would have fit in this suite about three and a half times. It was incredible. There were floor to 
ceiling windows on two sides of the room, giving a spectacular view of the city nestled below. The furnishings 
were simple but tasteful. While Dave walked to the couch and shrugged his jacket off, | turned circles in the 
middle of the room, pulling my beanie off my head and wringing it in my hands. 


"You drink?" He asked as he moved to the bar. 


"Yeah. Yeah, sure." | stammered, suddenly feeling completely out of place. 


"What do you want? | got a nice bottle whiskey, a couple beers, and a bottle of Merlot" 

"Uh, a beer. Beer's cool, please." 

As Dave handed the bottle to me, he smiled. "You can come in and sit down, you know." 

Returning his smile, | couldn't take my eyes from his. They were sparkling light brown, little flecks of gold in 
them. But it wasn't the color that captivated me. There was something else swimming in his eyes. Something 
which made me lean closer and look deeper. 

"Uh," He grunted and moved away. 

| realized what had just happened and quickly turned away, pretending to study the print on the wall. A creaking 
and zipping noise made me turn and Dave was pulling the draperies closed. My heart rate picked up and | 
gripped the beer bottle tighter as my eyes lingered over his shoulders and upper arms. | felt ill My head 
swam and | had no idea why. Yes, | did. This man was way out of my league and this expensive room, his 
expensive clothes, this imported beer, all made me feel like a loser. Dave was, indeed, still bottom feeding. 

But | couldn't leave. | wanted to be there, first of all. How many other times in my life would | get to say | was 
at the Hotel Bel-Air with a beautiful man like him? And | wanted to be whatever he needed tonight. | wanted to 
help Dave. 

"want to sit down?" 

With a quick smile, | crossed the room and sat down on the couch, tossing my beanie aside. Dave sat next to 
me and sighed, rolling his neck, before taking a drink of his wine. His legs casually spread and his knee brushed 


mine, instantly burning my skin 


"How long you been driving a cab, Dave?" He asked without opening his eyes. His free hand was ow rubbing at 


his own neck. 


"Uh, a few years. Five or six maybe." | answered and then took a long drink of the beer, hoping it would go 


directly to my head. 
"What did you do before that?" 
"Washed up drummer. You?" 


He winced as he tried to work the knots out. Draining the beer, | set the bottle down and rubbed my hands 
together, warming them. 


"| play a little guitar. Right now, lim focusing on this new venture. Running a winery.” 


"Cool. Sorry, but I'm mostly a beer and whiskey guy. Turn around for me?" 


He gave me a look but slid sideways on the couch, giving me his back | swept his hair to one side and began 
working my fingers over his shoulders and neck. He was rigid and tense and hissed at me when | started to 
work faster and work his muscles harder. After he began to relax, | slowed down a little, fingers now moving 


lightly over his body. He gave a low moan and purred softly 

"That's good. Feels good” 

"You were really knotted up. Something more you want to talk about?" 

'Not really" He abruptly pulled his shirt over his head. ‘No more talk, Dave" 


My breath caught and my fingers hovered over his bare skin He was stunning to me. His skin glowed as did 
his hair as it cascaded down his back. 


"Touch me." Dave whispered. He turned to look over his shoulder. "Please touch me." 


My heart cracked in two. His voice was low and soft, full of trepidation. His pain was my pain for |, too, 
desperately wanted to make a connection. My hand slowly reached for him and gently landed on his shoulder 
once more. My other hand carefully stroked his hair. | stood and placed one knee on the couch behind him, 
letting the hand on his shoulder fall along his chest. Dave raised one hand to cover mine as it slipped into a 
patch of soft, curly chest hair. His head fell back against my stomach. With his eyes closed again, his lips 
parted and he let loose a small whine. Those lips were stained red from the Merlot and | ached to taste them. 
Slowly bending over, | let my beard tickle his cheek. | felt him pull back slightly but when he realized what it 
was that touched him, Dave moaned and pushed up just a little to close the gap. He kissed me. My eyes closed 
as | moved my lips against his. Kissing is one of those things that you always know how to do but, without a 
lot of practice, you don't always do it well. That was my fear. Dave's hand left mine and tangled into my 
greasy, knotted hair. He softly groaned and then opened his mouth. Mine opened slightly in return and | felt the 
tip of his tongue work its way past my lips. My hand was still against his chest. When his heart started to 
hammer against my hand, | had to pull back My eyes snapped open and | studied his face. His eyes stared back 


at me and we both swallowed. | sat back down and he took a long drink of wine. 
"Why'd you stop?" He finally asked. 


| shrugged. | don't know why | stopped. Nervous. Out of practice, maybe. Uncomfortable being this near 


someone. 


Dave stood up and my eyes traveled over his body. He held his wine glass in one hand and extended me the 
other. Wordlessly, | took it and he pulled me to my feet. Dave led me to the bedroom. Rather than move, 
rather than look at the furnishings around me, | watched him. | was entranced by the way his body moved. 
The glass was raised to his lips and | watched them part and the red liquid slid past them. | was enthralled by 
the way his head tilted back and the muscles in his neck twitched and rippled as he swallowed. Dave drained 


the glass and set it down. It was only when | realized he was looking at me that | raised my eyes from his 


body to meet his stare. 

"You can sit down” He nodded toward the bed. 

When | finally could tear my gaze off of him, | looked at the large, deeply plush bed. It was covered in fluffy 
white. A thick white duvet, several plump white pillows, and right in the center of them, a royal blue, long, 
round pillow. All this stark, crisp white made me look down at my own clothes again. 


"You'd probably feel better if we got you out of those." 


My head snapped up and | stared at Dave. He closed the gap between us. | gritted my teeth and squeezed my 


eyes closed. 

"Goddamn it!" 

"You say that a lot." | heard hissed into my ear. 

The air around me swirled. A damp heat in an otherwise cool room. Dave knew what he was doing, he knew 
exactly how to make me simmer. His body heat felt incredible against my back, his warm hands traveled over 
my shoulders. 

"Dave." 

"Yes, Dave?" His soft, easy voice made me shiver. 

"You know what you're doing." 

"| do." 

"Good" And | gave up my fight against myself. Let his hands pull me toward him. 

‘lm happy to do all the work here, but itd be great to feel you touch me." 

He turned me around to face him. We were on level ground now. | stared into those eyes while his fingers 
deftly unbuttoned my flannel shirt and then pushed it off of my shoulders. Dave saw my tattoos on my arms. 
He clasped my wrist and turned it, examining my ink. Then he turned to the other arm and examined it. His lips 
curled into a smile when he raised his eyes to mine. 


"Do you have more?" 


With a grin, | pulled my t-shirt off to show him my chest. | watched his eyes drop to the black tribal tattoo 


over my heart. Immediately, his hands circled around my hips and drew me closer. His head ducked and | felt 


his wet lips on my chest, kissing the tattoo. With a gasp, | let my head fall forward as my hands found his 
hair, fingers tangling in the silky smooth curls. Its scent tickled as it wafted into my nose and quickened my 


heart, not to mention tickled my groin. Something warm and soft, something very unlike night time in LA. 


From his soft hair to his smooth skin, my hands traveled, tugging him closer. A low whine came from my 
throat as he kissed his way across my chest. His arms circled my waist as he bent his head lower. His back 
was curved and his stance was widened as he slowly walked me backwards to the all too clean bed. | was on 
my back with a curtain of orange hair falling around my face as Dave bent and kissed me. He lifted his body 
slightly and his fingers quickly unbuttoned my jeans. | kicked my sneakers off and lifted my ass slightly. Dave 
stood and pulled my pants off before slowly peeling his own off. Oh, he knew | was watching and exactly what 
kind of affect it had on me. Resisting the urge to immediately drop my gaze to his cock, | let my eyes drift 
over his whole body from his flat stomach and his hard thighs and back up to his chest and that soft patch 
of hair. Finally, | let my stare drift down to his abdomen. My skin burned every place his stare touched me. 


He turned to an open suitcase and pulled out a bottle of lube and a box of condoms. A box? Dave moved in 
slow motion as he climbed back onto the bed with me. Beside me, he rested on his hip. One hand came down 
onto my stomach and my body shuddered. 

| really didn't take you as the shy type when | met you in your cab." 

"I really didn't expect to get naked in your bed with you." 

"Isn't that magic of Los Angeles? You never really know what's going to happen, do you?" 

"Magic. That's one thing to call it" 

"Now who's being cynical?" He murmured as he dipped his head to kiss me. 

| wrapped my arms around his neck and eagerly kissed him back as | shuffled my body underneath his and 
pulled him over me. Dave rocked against me, his rhythm was teasingly slow, making me whine with frustration. 
My hips bucked up, slamming into him, trying to get him to move faster. 

"Shh. Slow down, gorgeous." Dave told me and placed a hand against my hip, pushing me back into the soft bed. 
"Dave." My voice didn't sound like my own. It sounded strained and weak. 

On the other hand, when he started to move down my body and place kisses on my stomach, | screamed. When 
his mouth closed around the head of my hard cock, | tried to scream again but nothing came out. Just a soft 
cracking noise from the back of my throat as my mouth hung open and my eyes were wide, staring at the 
ceiling above me. The wet heat of his mouth sent me soaring as his hair tickled softly against my thighs. | 


gripped the duvet in one hand and his hair in the other. After a moment, he stopped. | whimpered. 


"Are you okay up there?" He asked with a grin 


"Fuck." 

"Can 1?" 

My brow knotted as | looked down at his grinning face. 

"Fuck you. Can | fuck you?" 

"Oh! Uh," My throat was suddenly dry. "yeah. Yeah, okay." 

Dave rolled me onto my front and raised my ass into the air, stuffing that blue, round pillow under my hips. 
My heart hammered inside my chest as | watched him pick up the bottle of lube. He was gentle, dotting my 
ass cheek with kisses while his fingers worked me over. | rested the side of my face against the super white, 
smooth fabric of the duvet, biting my lip, moaning softly. Dave cooed to me while he rubbed circles in the 
small of my back. 

He was a great lover. Dave was patient and gentle and attentive. And he could go a long, long time. It was while 
| was straddling him, riding him slowly, when | noticed the sun creeping through the crack in the curtains. We'd 
been making love all morning. With a soft laugh, | fell against his chest and felt him wrap his arms around me. 


“That sun is up." | whispered before taking a gentle bite of his nipple. 


| loved that he squirmed and giggled. "Ow! So it is. Are you a vampire? First, you're biting me and now you're 


worried about the sun" 


| sat up again and looked down at his face. The bright sun flickered in his eyes and over his golden red hair. his 


hands now sat on my thighs and he gave them a squeeze. 
"Don't stop now." 


Beginning to move again, | had to smile. Maybe there was something to this LA sunshine thing people were 


always raving about. 


